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Macartney and the Comtesse.
T
The Marquis in Cyrus Townsend Brady's

story of "The Two Captains” (The Mao-
millan Company) issued from the be-
leaguered tower. 'The landscape rose in
rugged hills. Gleams of reflected light

wers to he noticed radiating from the snow-
capped summits of mountains'situated on

the far horizon. A rivulet brawled down |
the valley and plunged, with the reck-
lessness possible to running water, into a
rocky crevasse A magnifice Hoene,

but the Marqguis regarded it with only hall
ied it atall. H»
nery, and,

an eve, if indeed he regary
“invariably preferred men to sc¢

for all his age. women to either.” There
is an exclamation mark at this point in
the text, but we have omitted it, feeling
that we are not ca | upon to regard the
ultimate preference of the Marquis as |
surpriging

Just now. in the lamentable absence of

any {emale (to employ the honored language
of J. F. Cooper), the Marguis permitted
himseif to olserve the laborious approach
of a man. The “olambering up
eminance was no chamois
doubtless
and had
Marquis

mnan was
He
{ his !a
He hore a white flag

e rocky
and thes pain Ors was
apparent

obiviously come to pariey with the

The Marquig received him coldly vith
hauteuy There waos a most naticeabile
differance between the Marqguis and tha
man This pleases ns for, we may ask

ourseives, if there had been no difference,

what would bave been the advantage of
being a Marqguis? Tha man was burly,
reugh looking, with no signs of breeding.

¢ nd vet uneasiness

He displayed assurance
sailor the

A common
overwhalming fact cearning him in a
His clothes did not fit. He was as
inelegantly large as the Marquis was smai

At this moment, or very soon afterward,
his Britannic Majesty's ship Agamemnon,
Capt. Horatio Nelson commanding, began
to discharge cannonhalls at the beleaguer-
ing Republican forced. The large and
vulgar Garren, the man who had been at
the pains to come with the white flag bhad
thought to porsasss himself of the Marquis's
granddaughter, but now be found himsalf
with good reasons to despair of the success
of that outrageous enterprise. Lieut.
Robert Maecartney of the Agamsmnon
came ashore presently. A beauteous crea-
ture, the granddaughter in question, un-
barred to him the fthe tower. *Your |
name, mademoiselle?” said he. BSaid she
(end of the aventful fifth ehapteri: *1 am
the Comteasa de Vaudémont "

Macartney forgot all his other sweet-
hearts the moment he get eyes on her. We |
deserve no praise for our discernment
when we say that we knew at this point
that the Comteasse and Macartney were to |
make a match of it Nap»oleon is in the
story as well as Nolson, but our opinion i
that naither of them cornes up to Macartney.
At Toulon there were dreadful times, of
course. Macartney, who wa= out in a boat,
eaid to a midshipman (page 96): “Isn't this
awful?® The two conversed for a time.
Presently the midshipman said (page 87):
“Ien’t it awful?” The boat landed and
Macartney leaped ashore, a pistol in his
left hand, his naked sword in his right.
The Marquis and the Comtesse were wait-
ing round the corner. We cannot say that
they expected Macartney; it is only to be
said that if they wers like us they expected |
him.

They were in the same desperate fix
that the Laird of Ury was in at Aberdeen,
The mob was about them, foul of mouth
and evil eyed. At an extremely terrifying
moment Macartney broke in, followed
by the coxswain of his boat. We surely
cannot do bettar than to read a little at this
point. The story says

“That slow gurge toward the wall which
would soon develop into a rapid rush had
already begun when Macartney and the
coxswaln burst upon the scene. ‘These are
my people! Into them, cox'n!' cried Macart-
ney, firing his pistol point blank into the
mob and then hurling it at the nearest
man. The coxswain was as quick as he
with his pistol. The crowd yelled with
terror and gave way in mad confusion as
the two men fell upon them. They were
both big and powerful men, coming forward
on the run. A ship's cutlass at close quar-
ters is a terrible weapon. These had been |
ground to a razor edge. The coxswain lit- |
erally cut in two the nearest man. Maocart-
ney chose to His guard
crashed against a breast bone, so fleroe and
powerful was his lunge. To disenguge and
thrust again was the work of a moment.
There was another slash from the coxswain
The lust of battle was on the sailor and he
was yelling like a madman. Macartney's
play was more silent, but none the less
deadly. * * * 'It's Capt. Macartney!
suddenly cried the Comtesse, recognizing
bim in the firelight. * * * ‘I can at
least die with you,' answered Macartney.
® * & After a furious Jlunge Macartney
slipped on the bloody stones of the street.
¢ & & A pistol oracked behind him.
® » * JLouise had fired, saving his life.”

Louise was tha Comtessy de Vaudémont 1
Napoleon came along. “The little officer |
looked very emall on his huge white horse.” |
The mob cheered, He caid: *You know
me then, my braves? No one serves the
Republic better than I. Leave me these
aristoorats.” They got aboard ship and
Macartney sailed out of tha harbor. A
nice job thig The capstan was pawled
twice. The downhauls were let go and
hoisted away The spanker sheets wera
hauled out. When Macartney cried out |
in a stentorian voice: “Loose the to'gal-
lan's'ls and r'vals!" it va» done bofore
you could say Jack Robinson, The bow-
lines were cleared awav. Thelraces were
hauled tsut and braced up and braced
gbux. The ship performed a bold oircular |
movemeat—wiich does nol surprise us.
“Man the capstan!” cried Macartney The
Marquis, himsel{ an Admiral, was unable
to conceal his delight. *Very haudsomely |
done, sir,” he said to Macartney. |

A bullet grazed Macartney's forshead.
“You are wounded!” oried the Comtesse
* "Tis a trifie,” said the happy Macartney.
She insisted on dressing the wound. At
this point the author enters upon unusual
detall. We read ‘

“She washed the wound, wiped it with |
the towel and looked about as {f for some- |
thing softer as a bandage, ]

“ '"Haven't you anything better than |
thia?" she ssked him, lifting the towel.
“The linen is 80 coarse.’

“ ‘Nothing, I am afraid,’ smiled Macart-
ney. ‘That’s good «nough for a sailor.’

“ ‘Turn away your head, monsieur; do
not look,” said the girl, coming to a sudgden
resojution

*There was a sound as of some one stoop-
ing, then a sndden long and one short pull.
Macartney would h; given anything
to have looked around

* ‘It's part of my linen skirt.' shé said,
binding the soft cloth around his head.”

The infamous Garron, the psasant who
thought to marry the Comtesse de Vau- |
démont, the same whosa clothes did not |
fit when he cam
beleegu red tower it

gtory, was ab

he was, to relate

word

loor«

thrust sword

with a white flag to the
first part of the |
ut to hang the gigantio and
exceilent Brébeeufl, faithful rotainer of the
Comtesss's graondfather, when Napoleon |
{ntervened. This was én shipboard at |

We read

“Tha words, '‘Sway away!' trembled on

his lips as the relnoctant men took up the [

slack of the rope, when through the crowd

at the gangway there burst a small but |
tremendous figure

“‘Btop!" he cried in a voice of authority
which could not be mistaken

* '‘Bonanarte!' ped Garron, blanching

with terror

ga

“ ‘Release that man!' cried the little
Ganera)l, ‘Instantly!” He stamped his foot
upon the deck. ‘Unbind him! How dare
you?'"

We will

Napoleon's anger was terribie
not dwell upon it. We read on

“The men before him fairly shrank back
and made room far him. They recognized
him at once Bonaparte turned to Garron
The sajlor was {wica ag big as the (ieneral
Bonaparte seized him by the shoulder and
shook him as if he had been a rat.”
but it does not

gt this common person,

We are not vindictive,
pain us to relata t}
who was ale> a traitor, and who had abso-
lutely no buriness to aspim to the hand of
the Vaudfmont, was shot
within a few minutes. Hae djed damning the
Rapublic which he had pretended to support
Wa find no evidence that the author was in
the least sorry for him

We have already either intimated or said
that Macart They
vors martied abo
an

Comtosse de

ney won the (

amtesse.
ard ship, as a gallant
Admiral's granddanghter
hod a right to be. Nelson gave away the
Macartney becams at first Sir
Robert Macartney and finally Lord Macart-
ney, both of which honors there can be no
donbt that he richly deserved. We
acdd that this thoughtfu! and laboriously

sea dog and

ricls

will

constructed story (se eface) has enter-
tained and pleasad it a We
hope and expect to see many more such

Y

us ne¢

little

| fromi this fruitful and ecaptivating as well
| a8 conscientious pen

A Song of Sonthern Heroes,

A book comes to us, much to our groti-
fleation, from Birmingham, Ala. The
author, Mr. Orion T. Dozier, M. D., seems
to be his own publisher. A portrait of Dr.
Dozier makes a handsome frontispiece.
A head of admirable proportions holds
itself, thrown slightly upward and back-
ward, in a macner indicative of virility.
The brow is lowered and inclined to
corruzated, and the expression of the eyes
is glightly eevere. The nose is straight,
with open and apparently sensitive nostrils;
the mouth firm and framed by a mustache
and “goatea.” i

We should say that the doce-
tor's oravat was & fixed creation, and that

he did not tie it himself

be |

{

On tha page opposite we have tha picture |

of a handsome house, surrounded by a
fenice, et off by treea, vines and shrubbery,
“Residence of the Author.”
ba a very sensible house, as

Our strong

aud entitled
It seems= to
well as a good looking one
belief is that there iz a barn behind,
we oannot see it. Over the leaf we ha
picture in colors of the flag of the Southern
Confederacy, turning still again we

G}

and

| find the title of the volume, “A Galaxy of

Southern Heroes, and Other Poems.”™ A
poem of war and heroes may very properly
begin in a gentle key. After smiling skies,
the fury of the storm will ssem the greater
The opening hers is full of a most peaceful
impression. The first verse of “A Galaxy
of Southern Horoes" is aa follows
the genlal Southern surs
Has oalled the roses Into bloom,
Onee morye the fragrant feasamine
Lades all the alr with sweet perfum
Once more the ilttle mating birds
In every bush and tree are seen,
Onoce more the earth her carpet spreads
Of softest velvet.grassy green

No sound of war at all as yet, bhut the
poet feels pracently the need that is hefore
him. He mentions the dove of peaca, then
squarely faces his theme. He is conscious
of its great requirements, and is aware of
the vehement stirrings of his own ambi-
tions. In the fourth verse we read:

But would to God my strugg.lo e

Could break the bonds that bine
And let my wild, Impassloned thoughts

Tike ocean's stormy billows roll,

Whatle I so valnly now attempt

To sing in lofty peans grand

That meed of pralse to patriots due

The heross of my native land.

If he could expreas his feelings adaquately
and in & manner worthy of them the resul$
would be impressive, and, we should think,
disappointing to nobody. In the fifth

verse he specifles:

QOnee more

1

With heaven's face for music scroll
And realms of space for ocfave bars

My clefs sbhould be the sun and mo
My music noles the blazing stars,
And, oh! I'd sing with lofty strain
And sweep the gamut of the skies
Ul every sleeping patriot's soul
Should wake and from his grave arise
But though he should do that, and even
more; though he should have the cyclone's
force, and the flaming lightning for his
tongue, and a brain ps broad as the uni-
verse, and a voice % tones of thunder
strung—still he would fall short of the
call made upon him, and there would re-
main muoh to be desired. This iy his own
feeling in the matter. How, for instanoe,
under any circumstances, and with all con-
ceivable equipment, would it be: possible
to deal adequately with the subject of the
olath verse of the poem?
Then sce yon briillant, fiery star,
Proud Robert Toombs—majestic man
With wild, tempestuous, flaming soul,
Too great for human words to span,
From out whose rugged, heaving breast,
In raging, secthing tempests rolled,
Consuming fires of el
Mount .Etins, e, 9f human mould
A hero of far quieter manners is cele-
brated in verse 28. With less disturbanoe
of the wilder emotions, but with
interest
we read:
And yet, oh, yet, with rapturous eyes
To Culpa 1sle but turn your gaze,
See, where oppresalon long bas relgned,
A rising star, destined to blaze
Eternal on Old Glory, dear
Joe Whecler, great in peace and war,
Hes plucked from out the Antllles
For frecdom’s flag anothsr star
We should consider it a gross neglect
and a positive sin of omission not to repro-
duce here the first verss of the poem about

Huenoe

great

° y
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and with entire approbation, |

|

though

|

| =

| fellow of King's College, Cambridge (Long-
| mans, Green & Co.), is concernad with room
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Jefferson Davis (page 54), and the last
verse of the Admiral Semmes poem (page
280 I'he lines the President of
Southern Confederacy have a briskness of
movement, a tripping quality, which is not
without its effect. We read
I have read on history's pages,
Penned by poris a BAgCS,
()f the heroes of the ages,
Napies which all msn revers;
I never yet have read,
f the !ving or the dead,
Of whom it could be said
Ho was Jefl Davis's peer
Tha poem to Admiral Semmes is not
heavy, though jt has the constraint of the
more orthodox serious forms. It

to

hy
"y

written on the oocaslon of the Adw‘nni'ni

We read:
Another gallant cbieftaln
Of the grand, berole baad,
in the cause of freedom,
IPor our blesa'd Southern land,
mmed the tide of baitle,
Aund won a world's renown,
Has doffed hls earthly jaurels
For Heaven's brighter crown

deat!

Vho

My pen ls too unworlly
To eulogize Lls name,

For “earth’'s remotest nations®
Are 12 inr withi bis fame,

grand, herolo deeds

u the rolling sca

!ave made his name lmmortal
As that of Robert Lee,

Hls

\nd the waves of old Atlautle,
A8 they break upon the ghore
Vill sing in loudest praises
His name for evermore;
And tha proud, unfetterod winds,
As they sweap from pols to pole,
W1l chant fu moumful dirges
A requlem fo his soul.

While his bright and {althful sword
That could but brook defeat,
Wil shine Bencath the deep
In its sllent, safe retreat
And there "(will reat forever,
Without a blot or stalg,
The peeriess gem of gems
That decks old ocean’'s maln.

We wish that the Admiral might have
lived to enjoy this tribute. He loed a stremu-
ous life for a copsiderable period, and was
doubtless entitled to solace and refresh-
ment. Thers are 304 pages of poetry in Dr.
Dozier’s book—all good.

Ghosts.,

One of the tales in the quietly written
and distinctly entertaining book “Ghost
Stories of an Antiquary,” by Montague
Rhodes James, doctor of literature and

number 13 in the hotel of the Golden Lion
in the town of Viborg in Denmark. The
Golden Lion, of course, is an old hotel

ghosts do not comunonly thrust therm-
galves into new places.
few houses in Viborg whioch escaped the
great fire of 1726—a fire that did ita best,
and did very well, to make Viborg modem.

This room 13in the Golden Lion strangely
came and went. It was telescopio in ite
manifestations. It encroached at times
upon its neighbors, rooms 12 and 14, re-
ducing them each from
front to two (windows, then recedsd and
became quite undiscoverable.
imagined that the Englishman in room
12, who was in Viborg for the purpose of
searching the Covernment archives for
information relating to the last Roman
Catholic Bishop who had been established
in the place, was puzzled to find himsalf
now with three windows and now with only
two. He would leave a cigarette stump

| on the #ill ¢f an end window on retiring
[ to bed at night and would find it In the

morning on the sl of the middle window.
His portmanteau, which lay o2 a trestie
¢closa to the wall separating him from room
14, would go away at nignt and come back
in tha morning--a mMOost uncanny proceed-
ing. In the hell a door numbered 183 came
and went in a truly surprising and dis-

turbing manner.
Our Englishman had the landlord up ope

evening for the purpose of proving to him
that thers was a room 13 in his house—
something that the landlord, an instructed
man and a derider of superstitions, de-
lared wos not sus ﬂ;)llhh‘ of ;‘vr-")f-
was no room 13 in his house because the
M gme v drummers a8 we call them,
who made up ths great run of his customers
would not “stand for it.” He was an
enlightened man hiraeelf, and he had no
fear of that number, but he had to consider

was |

It was one of the |

It can be |

l

“New-York Sky Scrapers”
Six Exquisite Drawings by JosephFenneil

the |

Coo Work

All Books of
All Publishers

You may be almost sure of {inding
in our Retail Store any current
book that Is worth having,

1f more convenient, order by Tele=

phone, Prompt attention will be
given.
Retail |
Department. |
27 and 29 W, |
23d St., N. Y.

his customers, including their prejudices |

three windows |

| tell no more.

18 and offered to scratch the lawyer from

There |

|

|

and unwarranted and even ridiculous |
heliefs.
As the landlord was holding forth in an

| pntirely reasonable and convincing manner, |

what should
was succeeded

a shriek arose from have
been room 14. This by |
dancing of a prepostarously noisy charac-
ter. It was plain, though strange, that
the small and quiet lawyer who occupied
14 was drunk. The lawyer himself put an |
pad to this plain and indisputable inference. |
He burst into No. 12, full of righteous angsr,
to inquirn what the row was At
this the landlord's bair stood on end. So |
did everybody else's hair. But we shall
Whether the last. Cutholic
Bishop of Viborg, who had been dead ior |
gaveral hundred years, was dancing in
room 13 of the Golden Lion we shall not
gay. Indeed, we do not quite know. We |
are not satisfled as to the identity of the
apparition that reached out from

about

room

room 14 as he stood in the hall waliting for
the stout hotel porters to come up with |
axes and crowbars '
Another of tha stories here, “The Meaz-
zotint,” concerns a pictura for which the
dealer asked two guineag, and which seems |
to have been well worth the price, sup-
posing one to have a taste for disturbing
pictures, inasmuch as at one time it waa
a ploture of a house merely and at another
time it included a masked figure atealing
up to the house in the dead of night and
obviously bent on some dreadfully wicked
performance Another, antitled “The Ash
Tree,” relates the shocking history of Caa-
tringham Hall, in Suffolk, England, where
gigantio spiders, that seem to have had
some oonnection with a woman who was
banged for a witch, entered a certain |
window facing the west whenever it was
left open at night, and destroyed with |
their poi#onous bites anybody who might )
bs sleeping there. Another, called *Lost i
|

Hearts,” tells of Mr. Abney of Aswarby
Hall in Linocolnshire, a scholarly gentle-

Continued on Eighth Page. {
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PRETTY, GRACEFUL AND DAINTY

Sunday Sun

Harper's BooKk News

John Van Buren
Politician

Like plums in a pudding, this

| novel of political life is filled with

| carlier Arthurian

anecdotes and humorous experi-
ences of the most tempting sort.
It is the story of a young lawyer's
rise in politics in present-day
New York. The City Hall, the
police courts, Tammany Hall,
etc., are all brought in with tell-
ing accuracy. In fact, the anon-
ymous author has been through
the mill as his hero goes through
it, as the unvarnished truth of
the narrative proves,

The Bell in
the Fog

Readers of Gertrude Ather
ton's “The Conqueror” and
“Rulers of Kings"™ will be sur-
prised to find this author out-
doing herself in this volume of
short stories. The tales are all
little masterpieces, as exquisite i
workmanship as those of Maus
passant, to which they bear o
decided resemblance,

The Slanderers

Warwick Deeping’s new novel
takes & poetic turn among ficlds
and hedgerows of present-day
England. The romance is as
charming as that of the anthor’s.
tales, at the
same time showing the sordid
life of a little gossiping village
community. It is the stary of
a Jove that endured 2!l and dared
all in the face of the tongue of
slander.

|
|
|
|
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A

A Fight for
Millions

In this week's number of Publie Opinion you will find the full story of
the struggle for the control of the Equitable Life Assurance Society. Hitherto un-
published facts are included in this article, which shows clearly why a bitter

struggle is now being carried on for the managemept of this gigantic corporation.
Among the other interesting features of this number are:

The Lawson Bubble Punctured

Mr. Donohoe continues his “Truth About Frenzied Finance' in this num-
The current chapter is devoted ro a setting forth of the facts in the case
of the Bay State Gas—a story which Mr. Lawson has previously told in bis own
way, using a set of “facts” invented for the purpose. Mr. Donchoe also re-
plies .to Mr. Lawson's attack upon him in the current number of the magazine

that Mr. Lawson is using as his advertising medium.

ber.

Confessions of a Yellow Journalist

An intensely interesting seric under “The Confessions
of a Yellow Journaiist'' begins in this number, The author is a well-known editor
employed by a New York ‘yellow” journal. These articles are published
anonymously at the author's request. He tells of the inside workings of a
“yellow' daily. When you have finished reading them you will have a large
stock of knowledge about the way news is manulfacturad ro fic the occasion.

Get Public Opinion To-day!

The February 25th number of Public Opinfon--out to-day—is a 44-page
illustrated magazine, brimful of current news and comment, with special articles

on timely topics.
Buy it from your newsdealer for ten cents & copy

enter your name for twelve weeks' trial subscription.
Public Opinton il you wish to keep well-informed.

Public Opinion Company,
44-60 East 23d Street,
New Yorkh.

of articles the title
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The House
of Hawley

By ELMORE ELLIOTT PEAKE
HRISTINE HAWLEY is a beautiful
C young girl,k Major Hawley, her grandtatl
is a rugged, loving old
the young lawyer, Christine’s I¢
as he is hopest. These are thet
cheracters in what is perhaps
touching novel that has been w n in
times. Major Hawley disappro
lover, and aftsr a siirring struggle betwsen parental
] Norman Colfax, Christine

ther,

Norman Colfax,
ver, i3 as brave
hree princ

naerest, most

man.

n
ipal
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modern '-.

ves of his daughter’s
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love and her love for N

g.\"s in

the reconciliatl

and elopes with her lover. A year later

144 pe

ws
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D. APPLETON & CO., Publishers, New York

The Silence of

‘Mrs. Harrold

“As absorbing as the most
fascinating detective tale. It
tears at the heartstrings and
carries the reader slong on a
perfect whirl of emotion,” says
the New 2ork American of this

Gardenhire. A woman who kept
| a secret is the central character,
| and out of her silence develops
|

the most baffling and original of
| plots. It is a New York story,
too, filled with the whirl and gay-
ety of metropolitan life—~Wall
Street and the secret ways of

| great corporat jors.

The

Masquerader

“(On the same shelf with The
Prisoner of Zenda,” declares a lead-
ing critic, speaking of this tremen-
dous story which 1s running away
with itselt. The Masquerader con-
tinues to be the dinner table topie
everywhere. Takeit in hand and
you will know why. You will also
know why the critics go on praising
itas the bestthing thathas appeared

| in years. Thatit happens tobe still

the best selling book in the world
to-day proves nothing—but is
moderately interesting to note,

HARPER & BROTHERS, N. Y,

)

The -O‘pal

\

|

?
, When a ncvel is issued anon-
l ymously there is often an
added charm in thes thought
! that in this romance lies a
| hidden truth,
“The Opal,” published to-
| day, represents a circle of so-
! ciety, and tells of people and
| events in an amusing and win-
| ning fashion. Ut is a took
| P 7
which s sure to provoke dis-
cussion.
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